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The Idea that would not Die 

Brace yourself. You take for granted things that may be rattled a little loose or 
detached here. Certainly, timelines are going to be running parallel with each 
other in this text. 
 
It was the early 1980s. I found a paperback in a Liverpool bookstore, one of 
many arranged in a row in front of the main desk, located dead centre of the 
shop as you entered. I had been raiding it for classic science fiction titles. 
Niven, Heinlein, Clarke and Asimov of course. I had never read Ballard, 
although I knew of him. 
 
I was living a certain kind of life then. I’d get diagnosed with Aspergers – a snob 
expression for when you can look like you are not autistic – thirty years later. 
But then I was calmly accepting my alienated lifestyle. My constant 
detachment from the people who wanted to be close to me. Performing in play 
after play where the relationships and experiences were realer than off stage. 
Ballard, who had realized the post war dystopia of the western world, who 
lived in Shepperton, outer London with his children, his bottle and his unique 
experiences in Lungua airfield during WW2. What had we in common? 
 
I made the album in 2009.  I had not in any way attempted to do so before 
then.  It had only existed as wishful thinking.  An idea that would not die.   
 



 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Timeline 
 
The short story dominated the collection.  A tale of a man who had 

marooned himself on a pacific atoll, modelled on one of the chain that 

the Americans forcibly took from the inhabitants.  (Legally and without 

force but otherwise coerced against their will.  They paid huge amounts 

of compensation to these people forty years later). 

(A black and white film of the 50/60s caught the whole experience.  A 

man who discovers he has been marooned on one such island, and a 

bomb is about to go off.  I wonder if James saw it?) 

Already we are both in the early 80’s, the nuclear testing sites of the 

1940/50’s, in and out of a film and living around Shepperton through the 

last part of the 20th century, through the end of the cold war, arriving at 

Ballard’s death in 2009.  This was the year I completed a task that I’d set 

myself nearly 40 years before.  A promise kept.  A life remembered. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 



 
Ordinary Ruins 
 
Ballard had seen death, and detailed it in a book I read five years later, his 

autobiographical Empire of the Sun.  Finally the sources of his perspectives 

were revealed to his readers.  A world in which people would casually die or 

watch others travel towards death.  A civilized ex–pat world turned into a 

surreal realm where the unconscious belief that death was avoidable or came 

with old age, accidents or sickness was gone.  Replaced with daily murder, 

illness or simply the passing of life right in front of a teenage boys eyes.   

In The Terminal Beach, the marooned central character, Traven, does not at 

first reveal his motives for being on the island.  Rather, he travels around its 

structures and contours, discovering what was left behind after the bombs had 

gone off, oblivious to any irradiation that will have left the space toxic over 

time.  A fact that is worth considering as you read the story, if you ever do in 

your lifetime-  Ballard never once hints at radiation poisoning affecting Traven.  

But the tests have been too recent.  No one lives on the island except him.  

They all visit. 

People have come and gone from the atoll, erecting spaces and structures 

specifically relevant to atomic and hydrogen bombs being detonated, and 

nothing else.  Then they have abandoned them.  What else were they 

supposed to do with them?  Traven relates to it all the only way he knows how, 

as if it was an ordinary place for a human to be.  But it is not.  Like the film sets 

and their components he would find abandoned around Shepperton, the 

whole thing was brought into, and existed within, tangible reality but was not 

permanent.  Like people, hundreds of thousands of who could easily be killed 

by the weapons tested upon the islands.   

James G Ballard witnessed the Hiroshima atomic bomb, Little Boy, flash 

overhead at the time. 



 

 



Death by Ambience. 

As I would walk the streets of the centre of my home city, taking 

everything in, but disconnected, so too Traven walked the spaces, ponds 

and beaches of the atoll.  He comes to find thousands of huge blocks 

arranged in a circle so great it becomes a sort of maze he gets lost in. I 

too walked in spaces that had no pragmatic relevancy for me.   

Shops became pointless adorned caves full of objects.  People walking 

around me, did not realize I was often killing time, riding huge amounts 

of euphoric energy.  The trick, you know, is to look like you have 

somewhere really important to go to.  Somewhere where you will be well 

received and come away glad you went there.  For me, that place was in 

the future.  For Traven, it was at the end of the story, when madness 

brings his wife and son back to him. 

As time moves on, Traven makes discoveries that he uses to make sense 

of it all as he interacts with the space.  Towards the end he discovers the 

dead body of a Japanese man.  He explores block houses and bunkers, 

test ponds and abandoned aircraft.  As he physically decays, so his mind 

does too, bringing him what he really wants.  Towards the end Ballard 

hints that Traven may be feeding himself better.  But then we realize that 

his imagination is taking over, and the atoll comes to make sense in itself 

as a canvas he has committed the end of his life to drawing upon.   

Eniwetok as the birthplace of homo hydrogenesis, the post hydrogen 

bomb man.   

 

 



 

The Death of the Cold War 

All the way through the last part of the 20th century, the spectre of 

thermonuclear annihilation haunted everyone.  You name the country 

and they had no illusions of escaping nuclear war.  If it happened 

anywhere – it affected everywhere.   

In America, a vogue grew for nuclear blast proof housing.  Ballard would 

have seen the cast concrete buildings being born in the UK.  The Barbican 

centre, where you can still find the patterning in the walls made by the 

wooden boards used to contain the aggregates.  Precincts (malls) around 

the country.  Tower blocks erected quickly to house people in ‘villages in 

the sky’.  Dead ends in Architectural evolution, themselves with only a 

few decades to live before demolition claimed many of them.   



 

Ballard spent a lot of time alone at home with a whisky, relating the 

bleakness of post war Britain, hung over from the excitement of WW2, 

awaiting the dropping of the bomb, with all the time in the world to 

consider the statements made on film about what could be.  What will 

be.  What may not be avoidable.  Traven, searching the terminal beach, 

the world after the bombs had gone off.  I am now in the year 2012. 

I know what happened.  But I don’t know what it will all lead to 

tomorrow.   



 
 



Singing machines. 

How did I make the album then?  How did it escape from my head and into 

your ears? 

When I first read the story, I owned a synthesizer called a Wasp.  It was a 

simple machine, but was used in many key albums of the period.  People 

tended to hide its involvement.  But its effects and voices were noted.  I am still 

and may never be a musician.  This despite making three albums of songs 

under the name The Model Aircraft Museum, so far.   

I abandoned synthesizers at that time.  Later in 1990 I purchased a Juno-6 

keyboard and had it for a year.  I kept it in a tower block overlooking a 

motorway in the east end of London, and would play the machine whilst 

admiring the view.  Very Ballardian. 

Night would fall and the cars would traverse the linear concrete structures, 

ascending flyovers at speed.  Life, energy and motion perpetually always there, 

but never personally connecting to me.  The perpetual observer.  I sold it and 

bought a bass guitar later on.  I could not play it and gave it away.  Then I did 

not bother for decades. 

In 2003 I started making music with a friend.  By 2007 I’d bought several 

synthesizers and started making my own.  It took me all that time to develop a 

technique of realizing my ideas outside of myself.  I called it externalization 

rather than composing.  This since I don’t see myself in any way as a musician.  

More someone who uses machines to realize feelings and experiences.   

Of course, the dream is to convey a pure-hit of my experience.  Whether or not 

that was in any way valid to anyone but myself, is up to you to decide.  

  



 
Folk Synthesizers 

Having grown up a bit, I wanted to use synthesizers in a way that related my 

feelings and experiences honestly.  It is all too easy to use presets on these 

machines.  By the time I got back to using them, synth music was a bit of a 

pariah.  Clichés ruled the genre.  Dance music had claimed certain easily 

recognizable factory preset voices.  Arpeggiators had made things a bit too 

easy to get a catchy beat and tune going with very little effort or originality.  

Sequencers had become so sophisticated, they could play everything.  

Computers had started to impersonate classic machines, to the point that 

people no longer needed hardware at all.  Just one computer with enough 

memory to contain all the simulations of the gear I had really loved. 

 



So I got together a hardware collection, using a Tascam DP 02 Portastudio to 

record it all.  A minimum of mixing, using only added delay effects.  All I had 

was an Access Virus TI Polar, and Moog Voyager (rack) and an Alesis midiverb 

III effects unit.  An Akai MPC 1000 sequencer was occasionally used. 

The rules where ones that John Foxx endorsed.  As few tracks as possible.  As 

little mixing save volume and appropriate delay effects.  Some cut n’ boost of 

bass and treble and that was it.  Raw.   

I listened to Ani Difranco, an acoustic and soulful artist, in order to find 

inspiration.  I looked to her to counterbalance my early years of intense study 

of Kraftwerk/The Human League/Depeche Mode and, of course, my main 

inspiration. John Foxx.  He released his Metamatic album in 1980 and it has 

never ceased to inspire and fascinate me.  Only a few years ago in an interview 

he admitted that at the time he recorded it…I READ FAR TOO MUCH JG 

BALLARD. 

A recent documentary about the early 80’s synth bands, made direct 

connections between all of them and Ballard’s work.  The waves lap the beach 

of the atoll, the sand frozen at the instant of the nuclear flash.  People await 

thermonuclear world death, and the singing machines play their cold 

systematic signals as they are filtered and shaped and attenuated at the hands 

of both my heroes and now myself.  Moog, Roland, Access.  The same 

equipment.   

 

 

 

 



 



Trap and Zoid – The Puritan. 

Constantine was a friend I made on MySpace, an environment once very 

successful on the internet.  Like Ballard’s decaying island, it is now seen 

as abandoned and a shadow of its former self.  The Belgium artist had 

taken two antique RMS suitcase – synthesizers and produced a series of 

tracks under the name Trap and Zoid.   

They were simple, basic monosynth sounds.  Square waves, modulated 

and filtered. Some soared and others meandered.  They spoke of the 

soundtracks of 1950’s science fiction films; of old Doctor Who adventures 

and of when using synths in this was seen as radical, mysterious and 

weird.  Moving atmospheres made with cold electronic circuits.   

Exactly what I was trying to do, only more basic.  Back to the raw source.  

The heart of my heartless vision.  The endless early 80’s experiments with 

a friends bank of Korg’s, several Wasps and the Odd Yamaha.  Stripped of 

the tyranny of verse/chorus, Trap & Zoid simply celebrated the machines 

in a way I’m still coming to terms with.   

He really captured the essence of what I loved in the early synth 

musicians, and in Metamatic.  Monosynths, capable of only one note at a 

time, wailing strangely into delay lines and effects units.  The cold 

predictability of the machine, the hum of the engine, the bleep of the 

indicator of so many gadgets we take for granted now.  Square waves, 

sine waves, saw tooth.  Who but a few like me know this vocabulary?  

Homo hydrogenenesis.  The pre third.  Ballard had his own language too.  

Constantine’s site was taken down years ago, and I have not been able to 

contact him.  Although now, when this album is released, I will try and 

send it to him.  With thanks.   

http://www.dogmazic.net/Trap_a_Zoid 

http://www.dogmazic.net/Trap_a_Zoid


 

Cold singing machines. 

Thank you for listening to my work and for reading this somewhat self-centred 

and individuated document.  I certainly don’t represent everyone with autism, 

but I think you will find that somewhere within all this, is a world to itself that 

others can share.  Experiences deeply personal to myself that have relevance 

and resonance to others who are the same.   

Humans as synthesizers.  People as the ruined dummies that Traven hides with 

to avoid being found by a search party.  The blocks as civilization, that Traven 

runs around and around.  He finds a door in each one, but never a key to open 

them.  Ultimately he is consumed by his own mind, which gives him his family 

back, at the cost of his sanity.  Perhaps the terminal beach, his suicide, had 

enough residual humanity soaked into it to share his experience kindly.   

 



 

Or did it just act as a mirror?  Why did the Japanese man come to die there?  

Was it as Ballard appears to intend, that he had the same experience, urges 

and motives as Traven?  The ultimate development of man’s machines, a 

gadget that in a flash could kill everyone?  Is Ballard outlining the innate urge in 

people to end themselves, just as Foxx took his Metamatic title from a 60’s 

artist who build a mechanical installation with the sole intention of destroying 

itself – his ‘meta-machines’? 

 

I found many ways out of this nihilistic world of the early 80’s.  But it left me 

with a great deal to express, and for me the only way to do it was with musical 

instruments cold and mechanical enough to do it.   

 

Thank you. 

Paul Wady,  

London, June 2012. 
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1  - Arrival on Eniwetok. 

2  - The nuclear bunker. 

3   - Fission alarms. 

4   - The blocks, part one – Patter 

5   - The blocks part two - Rain man. 

6   - Homo Hydrogenesis. 

7   – The dark, undersea organ.  (Alone at last). 

8   – Undulating. 

9   - Soaring and roaring. 

10 - Goodbye Los Alamos 

11 - The dead Japanese man. 

12 - Just us and the dead (3 tracks at once). 

13 - 39 seconds of silence/Falling burning bombers/The end.  

 

All music composed, played and recorded by Paul Wady 

Booklet text and all photographs by Paul Wady 

Booklet Design by Richard Sanderson 

http://www.modelaircraftmuseum.com 

http://linearobsessional.weebly.com 

http://www.modelaircraftmuseum.com/
http://linearobsessional.weebly.com/

